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have ever believed, to all the best things in my upbringing, that I should accept an opinion, a judgment, a decision* a vote, ready made, cut and dried. Descartes, Kant. The whole output of thought for the past three centuries. Even Jaures can accommodate himself to that only because he can fall back on sophistries.
c< I haven't chosen to become a Freemason, either. Fastidiousness. Distaste for something promiscuous about it. Dislike for its anti-clericalism. The midnight Mass. That ceremony I once attended at La Trappe. Notre-Dame, over there, a soft grey under the failing light. Gently conniving with the dreams of my youth. I want to be able to go and sit down, any time in my life I like, in a shadowy spot I know, opposite the most magic window in the world. The most fluorescent, the most absorbing. The one that swallows you up best. A nocturnal chant of precious stones. Your soul pierced by the rays, the colours, of a nocturnal sun.
** I may have to pay for all this. It's quite possible I shall be sunk. Another politician gone wrong. Nobody will bother to ask why. People talk about success. But failure ? That's something accursed. There's no getting over it. Happily, I have always led a simple life. My apartment like a student's. My scorn of comfort. The only thing I spend much on is my food, because I have a weak stomach and a horror of messy dishes. I spend a little on toilet tilings, too. For books, there's always the Sainte-Gene-vieve Library, and the National. One of those poor devils with frayed and shiny suits. I've never looked down on them. I've never worshipped success. Oh, just look at the balustrade of that bridge, the little waves on the river, the houses at the end of the island ! All the free, careless, detached pleasure one could take in them, if only it weren't for this bitterness of mine, this bitterness that swallows up everything else !
" Germaine. I'm avoiding thinking about her. Deep down in me, I've no confidence in her. Isn't that so, heart of mine ? You haven't any confidence in her. Not more

